88                        LORD   IN  WAITING

Lady John Russell a tactful reminder that in her
husband's opinion the duty of a hereditary legislator
was to legislate- Yet in those spring months of 1849
he enjoyed to the full the privileges of his position
and the opportunities afforded to him by his wealth,
his beauty and his charm. Night after night he would
dance until the boys upon the pavement below snuffed
their links at the coming of the dawn. He would
breakfast with Samuel Rogers in St. James' Place,
or talk to Thackeray as he shaved, or laugh with his
mother while she sipped her morning chocolate, or
drive his curricle around the Park. Hour after hour
also he would sit with Lady Palmerston in her blue
boudoir and listen to the slow drawling voice in which
she told him stories of the Prince Regent, stories of
Madame de Stael, stories of cousin Caro Lamb and
the days when Lord Byron would limp self-conscious
and searching for insults up the great staircase of
Melbourne House.

He was interested in such anecdotes and in his old
age he would retell them to his nephews and his
grandchildren. There was the story of how, when in
waiting at Windsor, he played Patience with the Duke
of Wellington. * Would you believe it ? ' the Duke
had said, c one of my Aides-de-Camp once asked me
whether I had ever known Queen Elizabeth/

There was the story told him by the Comte de
Flahaut who had been in attendance on Napoleon at
the Battle of Waterloo. It was towards the end of
that fateful day and the Emperor was sick with pain
and exhaustion. The French guard had advanced to
its final attack and the line was wavering. Napoleon
stretched his little hand towards de Flahaut and